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The Tragedy 

lUfi. Hisgracc |ool>^<-]ieaferyllyand rmooth to day* 
Theres fotpeconceit orbther-Jikes him well. 

When tie doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpiris 
I thinke there isneuer a man in Chriftendome, ; 

That can leffc bide his loue or hate then he ; 

For by his face ftraight fhaliyou know 'his heart. 

c Dar. Whatqfhis heart pet£eiu£. yoiainhis faceyh . 

By any likelihood he Hie wed to day? 

Hoff-. Marry that with no man heere he is -offended, 
For if he were , he would hauefhewde it in his face. 
Ear, yM ■ • 

Gio$efip£-. - F-.jol ono-id*:- 
Cio. 1 pra y you all, what d o they, deferue 
That do c^nfeiremy death, with dineiiilarplots. -t v 
Ofdanmecl witchcraft , and that hauepreuaild ? 

Vpon my body. vvith theibhelHfliichafmjs'? ; 

Hafi. The tender loue;I:besfdyourgracemy : I,(6rd 
Makes me moft forward' in this noble- prefence. 

To doometlie, offenders whatlbeuer they fee *' 

3 fay my Lord they haue deferued death, 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witnefle of tbisift. 

See how l^mbewiteht, behold mine armc- : 
is like a blafted faplingyvithered vp. ! 

This is that Edwards wife, that monftrous Witch/ . - 
Conforted with thaj; harfot ftrumpet 'Sharif . ’ - - • ; ' 

That by their witchcraft thus haue marked.hief, y i 1 • T 

If they ban# done this thing my gracious' tofcL 
Glo, If thou Protestor ot this'damned ftrumpet. , V \ 
Telft thou me of iffs ? thou art a traitor- ■' ' 

Off with his head : Now-fey Saint W, 7 

I will not dine to4ay 1 fwere, ' -v ' h: 

'Vntill I fee the Tame., fomefeeit done-'i-" 3: • v 1 
The reft that loue me, come and follow me. E xeuntsM 
Haft. Wo,wo,for EngUndflox. a whit form te&awith Hafi, 
Tori too rood might haise. prenented this i 
Stanley did direame the hoare did-race his helme. 

But 1 difdamditandi did fSorne to Tie,- 

m footpcloth Horfe did ftumble, 

And flatted wuyji be l^o&t vpon the Tower, 
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c/Richard the Third. 

loth to beare me to the flanghter-houfe. 

Oh now 1 warrant the Prieftthatfpaketo me, 

I now repent I told the Purfikarit, ‘ 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcherd. 

And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour. 

Oh MargretyMargrety now thy heauy curfe^ 

Is lightned on poore Hafiings wretched head- t 
CW.Dilpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner t 
Make a fhort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Hatt,Q momentary ftate of Worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for,then for the grace of heauen ■ 
Who builds his hopes in the ayte of your fairs lookss. 
Hues like a drunken fayler on a maft. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the ddepe. 

Gome Ieade me to the blocke, beare him my head* 

They fmi'.e at me, that ffeortly fhall be dead Exeunt* 

Enter Duke of (f lecefler ,at>d B ttekingh am ,<« armour, 

Glo .C ome coufen,caiaft thou quake arid change thy eolone 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert deftraff and mad with terror, 

A»c.Tut feare not me, 

I can counterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 

Speakeandlooke backe and prie oh euery fide ; 

Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at myferuice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are: ready in their offices 

To grace my ftratagems. Enter Maior, 

Glo, Here comes the ivfaior 

Pne, Let me alone to entertaine him. L.Maior 

Glo. Looke to the draw-bridge there. 

Pgc. The reafon we haue fent for you. 

Glo. Cates by ouer-looke the walles* 

~f c ' ffarke,I heare a drumme. 

^•Looke backe defend thee,her< 

Pf c. g 0( j anc j our i nn0cenc y defej 

J ' ^0, 0, be quiet it is Catesby . 
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